ROBESPIERRE
dau warned him that Robespierre was planning his
undoing, he said fiercely: "If I thought he as much as
dreamt of such a thing I would tear out his bowels".
The growing animosity between the two men began
to alarm their mutual friends. Humbert, Robespierre's
landlord at the time when he had shared lodgings with
Villiers in the Rue de Saintonge, arranged a dinner
party, to which he invited both. There are two con-
flicting reports of what was said between them. Neither
appears very probable. The only thing that seems
worthy of credence is that Robespierre remained "cold
as marble", and that, he being the first to leave, Danton
exclaimed when the door had closed behind him: "The
devil! We must get busy. There is not a moment to
lose."
But he did not get busy. He was a man of action
only by fits and starts. Usually he was indolent. More-
over, he felt himself secure. "They dare not. I am the
ark", he said.
Camille had no such illusions. When he called on
Robespierre and the latter, for the first time, refused
to receive him, he said to a friend: "Fm lost!"
On the night of the 3oth to the 3ist of March, the
butts of muskets rattled down on the pavement in front
of the houses where dwelt Danton, Desmoulins, Dela-
croix and Philippeaux. A knock on the door. "In the
name of the law!" . . . The arrest of the principal Dan-
tonist leaders was an accomplished fact.
When the Convention assembled the following morn-
ing, consternation was depicted on the faces of many of
the deputies. There were awed whispers. Danton's
friend Legendre asked for the floor. In a voice trembling
with emotion he said that four deputies—of whom
Danton was one—had been arrested during the night.
He demanded that the Convention give them a hearing
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